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With W al pres Eid the Muſe 8 wing. 10 My 


The ſacred Nine, now warm'd with nobler fires 

Than what the thirſt of pow r or blood inſpires, | 
Shock'd at the ſcenes which falſe Ambition fills, 
The waſte of countries, and Germarnia's-ills,: rife - ehi:1 
To Britain's Sons now wake:the glorious Song ai aged 62 
To Britain's Sons the glorious notes belong. A aure Fell 
To ſing their meed th' ' enraptur'd. Virgins ſoar, 7 
And quit the Tyrant's court ſor e oh rd N 
O heav'n- born Freedom O cœleſtial maid! - r 0 
The nerve thou braceſt Phy Leer n ai ab ni 

So ſtrong thy precepts, ſo divinely warm d. 


1 that wants them is but half inform d. 
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But---when the bard would draw the Heay'n-ſtruck plan, 
And to the world diſplay the Patriot man, | 
*Tis not the birthright, or the name alone, 

That warrants here the claim of Albion's Son ; 

Noto the noble priv lege he muſt add 

What PuzLius never meant, or Naso had; 

Join, to his ardor for the Common-weal, 

A love for Virtue, for Religion---zeal ; 

Feel for the ſubject's wrong, his right defend ; 

And make that glory his peculiar end. 

Such are the genuine marks of Freedom's Sons ; 

And ſuch, O PITT! in thee thy country owns. 
Rouz'd at thy call, and ſuccour'd * = hand, 

Britannia riſes to a new command: 

Secur'd at home from Miniſterial broil, 

Through boiſt'rous ſeas ſhe courts the diſtant ſoil ; 

While faithleſs Gauls repent the bleeding wrong, 

And wonder where her Spirit ſlept ſo long. 


Sacred to PIT T, — to Liberty, and Fame, 
The Seaman's honour, and the Soldier's name, 
Hail, virtuous period | memorable YEAR !. 
so bright in Council and in Arms ſo clear! 
Illuſtrious ſubject for th Hiſtoric page! 13 &f 
Unrivall'd yet through Albion's nobleſt age. 
When her fam d Sons, on Africt's parched ſhore, 
Gainſt Goree's tow'rs firſt bid their cannon roar, 15 
In vain the ſultry ſky and Sun-burnt foil 
Oppoſe the progreſs of the gen'rous toil. X 


(Ss) 
Here gallant K EPPEL, though a boy i in years, 
A fage in ation, and in war, appears: 
See the briſk ball, our d from his Fo fide, 
Hurl dire: e ſpreading far and wide! 
Such emulation does the fleet inſpire, | 
The torrid clime grows hotter by their fire: 
The trembling French, unable to ſuſtain 
Such thunder from the Rulers of the Main, 
Implore the mercy of the Briton's {word, 
Mercy---of Britons ne'er in vain implor'd : 
Fell ſlaughter ceaſes, ---Galla's ſtandard falls, 
And Albion's colours wave from Goree's walls. 


In Aja next---ſce POCOCE's fwelling fail. 
Unconquer'd bend to th' aromatic gale | - 
Long train'd by ſervice to the rank he bears, 
He merits all the honours that he wears; 
His Country's Bulwark,---and the Seaman's Boaſt, 
The great Protector of the Spicy Coaſt. 
Where-e'er his fleet the Gallick ſquadrons ſpy, 
Before his fleet the Gallick {quadrons fly; 
The ſhatter'd foe renews the fight in vain, 
And D Ae to Pococx yields the Rp Main. 


From Africt's e—and 22 8 8 ſky, 
To where Cor unzus built a fame fo high, 
Where Ration too the gen'rous toil purſu d, 
And rais'd a hame as glorious, and as good, 
To great America's embattled feld, 


The Nine, now ſummon'd, their eas yield: ; 
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11 
But, ere they ſing of War, and war's alarms, 5 22 
And Freedom trampling upon tyrant arms, 1 * 
To your lov'd Manes, O illuſtrious Pair! 
Let their fond breaſts the grateful tribute bear. 
Great Shades of Patriots | acting, when alive, 
With all the vigour Virtue e' er could give; 
Born to explore new worlds, command ſucceſs ; 
Equal in glory---equal in diſtreſs : 
Alike in fate by Faction's voice borne down, 
Alike deſtroy d by each ungrateful Crown; 
With this ſmall diff rence to the honour'd grave, 
One by a fool, the other by a knave. 
Riſe, indignation, riſe But now the Bard 
Muſt quit th accurſed Court where no reward 
Awaits the Sons of Merit,---fondly led 
To trace the Hero through the laurel'd bed, 


Through the wild waſte where lurking Indians wound, 


To where the Caribbean plants the ground. 


From North to South, from continent to iſle, 


Where Frenchmen ſhudder, and where Britons ſmile, 
From Fort du Queſne to Guadaloupe, admire 
The one's weak efforts---and the other's fire! 


N 


See AuH ERST, WOLFE, and BARRINGTON. ſuſtain 


Ihe weight and luſtre of the Great Campaign! 
See the ſtrong Bulwarks on th* Ogio fall, | ; 
By AMHERST raviſh'd from th' encroaching Gaul '® 
See Guadaloupe,---(fair Mopument of F ame 1 &. : 
Of BarxriNGToON exalt the glorious name [ - 

See the proud Cap'tal of Canadia 8 Coaſt 

Reward the metit of another Hoſt £22 
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Where the brave Wous reſigns his Patriot bond, 45 
Immortal render d by ſo great a death. 1 
See the fam d SAUNDERS, too, an. ride 
Within the boſom of Laurentia's tide ! 175 
| So great a Seaman, with ſuch Virtue arm'd, 
And in his Country's Cauſe ſo nobly warm' d, 
That here his former actions loſe their force, 
Though round the world he ſhap'd: his arduous courſe. 
Nor yet, O MOORE! ſhall thy aſſiduous care, 
Thy active ſpirit, and thy zeal in war, 
Be left unſung, while o er the Weſtern world 
The Muſe furveys Britannia's vengeance bud: ; 
Oh no !---of Albion thou diſtinguiſh d Son! 
Thy uſeful pow'r Great BaxRN TON will own : 
"Twas thine---thy ſquadron's thunder to diſplay, 
Ihe firſt aſſailant on that glorious day; - 
"Twas thine---when Vict' ry bleſs'd the-Hero's toil, 


To guard the ona and N the Iſle. 


Here would. proud Gallia th the Muſe' s wing, 
And ſpare the future bluſhes of her King; 
Draw the dark veil o'er the unfiniſh'd Year, 
Which big with Britiſb laurels muſt appear; od 
While Great BOSCAWEN rules th aer wan. 
And Minden's field is cover d oer with ſlain. 
See where the fam d Dx CLux, with * n 08 
Steals through the Streight, and ſkulks along he ſea! _ 
But neither denten ks nor 3 — cr 
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The ſignal made the Glick fleet deſety d, 
See through the Gut the brave BoscawEN glide? 
In Europe's Cuuſe Abroad is er'ry fail, 
And trembling maſts confeſs the frefh'ning gale > © 
Nor long the chace-—from off Cape Lages, ſee ! | 


The rival fleets contend for victory. | 

The battle rings, affſicted Ocean roars, 3 

And Briiff peals affright the neighb'ring ſhores | 

Now falling yards, and rigging all in flame, - 

Confound the Gaul, and raſe the Brizor's fame; 

While Death on &*ty Pghfo broadfide flands, 

Directs the flaughter, and his prey demands. 

No hope remains, to chear th' expiring foe x 

With. Gallich gore the Gallick ſeuppers flow : 

Not all his art the fainting Gow cam fave 

From Britain's vengeance, or the gaping wave. 

Hail, Naval Chief | with Patriot Virtue crown'd FE 

Nor ſeas, nor climes, thy gen rous ardor bound l 

Lagos and Louiſbourg, alternate, raiſe 

The Mufe's tribute, and thy Country's praiſe. -- 

Nor, O Germania / ſhall thy raviſh'd lande. 

Thy children buteher d by inhuman bands, g 
The groan of father, er the mother's teur 

Be unreveng d through this Hluſtrious Tear: 

No; in thy injur'd—in thy bleeding: Cauſe, 1. baA 
| See Brite ineriting thy juſt applauſe | "ou 97511 

On Minden pliins-—befivld the choſen m 

Controul thy lotig-lanerted e JA 3902; 

See ConTapss' treeps, all gaudy ir attire, | / 
Ignobly falling by a Brizi/b fue! 
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See, too, beſtrew'd upon the crimfon plain, 
Arms, legs, and broken fpears, and piles of lain; 
Helmets, and headlefs trunks in armour clad f © 
Too weak their efforts in à caufe fo bad; 


Too black,---too guilty, longer to prevail : 

The ſword of Freedom turns the Tyrant's ſcale, 
O envy'd Britons !---how will th* after age 
Admire and glory in the brilliant page; 

When the ſtrong lines the father's fame ſhall ſhew, 
And teach the ſon hat One Great Day can do; 


At once command Great FER DENA ND's applauſe, 


And to V+/iphatia too reftore her Laws l 


See now the Gaul diftreſs d on ev ry fide, 
Baffled in arms, and humbled in his pride ! 
No more he calls'6n ſuce ring Gods above, 


(Freedom, and Freedom's Cauſe, thoſe Gods approve) 


But, madly wild, flies to ch Infernal Shade, 
And wakes the mging Furies to his aid; 

Bids them let looſe Invaſion's waſting hand, 

To glut his vengeance on Brizarmia's Land, 

No mercy now His boiling wrath reftrains 

And Liberty muſt grace the Vidtor's chains. 

Gee on the Strand D'Ar6vitton's forces meet, 
While ConzLans leads from Breſt the mighty fleet f 

- But, Oh! defnded Admiral, no more 

The Royal Sun ſhall bear thee to the ſhores 

See from the Bay the glorious HAWKE advance, 
To cruſh otice more the Naval Pride of France / 
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See, too, thy boaſted quadron crowd away, 
To render leſs compleat the brilliant day ! 


But part on rocks, part ſunk, and part in flame, 


Beſpeak his merit, and proclaim thy ſhame. 

O Hawxz !---what laurels had thy virtue gain'd, 
Had threat'ning Gauls a gen'ral fight maintain'd ! 
Great as they are, thy country cannot pay 

Too loud a praiſe to that diſtinguiſh'd day. 
"Twas thine,---when Britain felt the dire alarm, 

To guard her coaſts, and ſhelter her from harm ; 
Twas thine,---when fell Invaſion plough'd the lea, 
To ſtem the danger, and maintain her free. 


From Arms, and glorious arms, the Muſe ee 
To hail the Union of domeſtic friends 
Bleſſing . reſerv d for this diſtinguiſh d Vear, 9 
To France as grating, as to England dear | 
No party now diſtracts the public care; __, 

No breath of Faction taints the ambient air; 

No whiſper, murmur, bickering, / or hate; 

No tear, O Worrz | but for thy early * 

Which ever from thy Country's eye muſt fall, 
Whene'er ſhe does thy genuine worth recall. 

So ſtrong the Union in Britannia s Cauſe, 5 . 
Punlius and Naso join the loud applauſe, | 
Pleas'd at the light in-which their Country ſtands, 
From other councils, and from abler hands. 

No Motion now---but what the Houſe hk t 1 
No Speech. but what the gen rous Nation lauds! Homes alt 


(2x ) 
Mark on what baſis Publick Credit ſtands | 
How ſoon the People arm the Stateſman's hands! 
Eight Millions voted, and Eight Millions paid, 
Ere the bright Sun his annual courſe las made 
Nor does the great the warm ſupply alone 
Diſtinguiſh here the breaſt of Albiom 's Son : . 
No through the round of this unrivall'd Year, | 
His higher character will yet appear. 
See on Britannia's ſhore the Captive ſtand 
 Deſpoil'd,---and raviſh'd from his Native land | * 
See him abandon'd by an impious Court, 
A prey to Famine,---and of Want the ſport ! 
Naked and ſhiv'ring to the Winter's ſky, 
His bed---a priſon, and no kindred nigh | 
What though the Slave of France, and Freedom's foe,— 
The plague of Albion, and of Europe too; | 
Yet ſee the Briton,---in ſuch Virtue bold, 
As warm'd the good Samaritan of old, 
See him at once his Country's wrongs forget, 
The rage of RichlIEU, and mad BxoOLIo's threat! 
See him the bread of Charity extend, 
And from the midnight-dews his limbs defend ! 
See, under all his bonds, the Captive ſing, 
And Britain's bounties ſhame the Chriſtian King! 


Nor yet the Muſe muſt cloſe the glorious Song ; - 
To other notes the Britiſh Lyre is ſtrung, 
See Rome, imperious Rome / with bended knee 
Confeſs herſelf the friend to Liberty; 


e Theſs lines allude to the humane and charitable relief of the Freach Priſoners, 
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On- Jake's ſhom addreſi the Viceroy's _— no Al 


And beg to niake Britannia s Cauſe herownt © - 
While CESAR. Monument of laflingRamet | 
The Prop and Comfort of the Chriſtian * 
Midſt all the ſpoils of this fucceſeful Tear, 
When Britons in ſuch native worth appear, 
Looks down with pity on the bleeding foe, 

And tenders, unimplor'd; the Olive bough : 
Mild in ſucceſs, and merciful in arms, * 
The world's ſought Peace his God- like boſoin n 
And, like the common Parent of Mankind, | 
In one firm bond would ev'ry Nation bind. 


_ * Alluding to the loyal addreſſes of the Roman Catholicks in Ns. 
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